Story of the Locked Casket

__Solution of a mystery in which love,
faith, sin and retribution play a part, and in
which love is triumphant at the end.

By Goldie Perrp.

In the heart of a great city, for
y years, there lived a biother

u sister of whom the out=ide

d knew little. The manuer of
man was morose and repellent,
#nd she by constant association had
become almost as mach of a recluse

an he They made no friends, and |

desired none, aund as the years went
by, went ont so little that the
tumbled-down frame dwelling, which
they occupied, was thought to be de-
serted, and many were the tales of
Wloe lights and wiered mutterings
which were eurrent in the neighbor-
bood.

For the last twenty years of his
life the old man was blind, and was
much pitied by an only brother with
whom he had quarreled in  their
yonth. Eagerly did this brother
seek for some sign of forgiveness,
but the old blind man gave none, and
feéaring to be vepelled in Kis ad-
vances, he went ne more to the
bouse, buté thinking that the qniet
comple might be almost destitute,
sent, in the fullness of his heart a
sam sufficient for ordinary needs,
and found this misplaced ecountribu-
tion next morning among his own
mail, with no word thereon.

* Happening to pass the old place
oue day the memory of their child-
hood was strong upon him. Surely
it was not intended that brothers
should live like this. Peering through
a knot-hole in the high board fence,
be saw the poor old blind man sitting
in the sunlight among masses of
bloom in the yard. Quickly securing
s camera, he took the only picture
of him in existence, with the sun up-
on his snowy hair and ‘shining
through his heavy beard, which
reached almost to his knees. “He
is mot a happy old man,” his hrother
thought. “If something that T conld
do, would take away hiz dejerted
ook, how gladly wonld 1 do that
thing this day.”

* Before his failing sizht had warn-
ed him to desist, this old man wa= a
rare scholar. He was an expert ar-
tist, a skilled peoman, a passionate

of flowers, and of all things
atiful. He was well versed in
uy languages, and was zifled with
arked inventive genins. Ile
de nothing of these talent=. TIle

d wasted his life. but there seemed

be no regrei. FExecept for a few

wers, there was nothing in which
took the slightest interest, sitling
smetimes all day long in the sun. or
ing wearily from room fo room.

= After a time his =ister found him
rugeling with Death in the dark-
=s_of night., and ecame fying
rongh the' storm to her hrother’s
se for aid. Returming together
they found the old man murmuring
fitfully, each peal of thunder eans-
e him to  stir slightly. and  the
aded light falling softly npon his
shed cheek and  spowy  hnir
rting up, with wide, blind eves he
Bsked. “Does she not  eall londer
fonight? Her voice seems neaver
gow. Did she not call my name?”
hed by gzentle touches and kind
rances he slept again, murmur-

fag soft, endearing wirds< to some
epeature of his dreams.  Then.
Jightly, smiling sofily, he whispered:
“You must let me carry the flowers.
There are thorns among the roses.

Xon have broken yonr daisy-chain, |

my little love.”
* And, reaching forth hi= hands. he
weried, “I shall see yon soon. my
darling, with your bonny. honny
veyes,”"—and then amid the thunder
snd Bghtning and a dewnponr of
rain, e started forth upon the only
journey he had ever taken. holding
40 the hands of those whose faees
_heibad not seen for many and magy

£ & yeary year.
& Within the faded parlor, the old
Jwoman sat, dry-eyed beside his hier.
&I bave acked upon my knees in the
darkness of night.” she moaned,
Sighat the sorrow should be taken
‘from your life. TFor fifty yvears the
prayer has been unanswered, and
‘now, this thing bas come to pass. 17
4 should place within those folded
‘Wands, the sungy tress, the mounted
_ the pietured face, no pang
your quiet heart would come. Tt
1 longed that it should be, but

}

had |

the pain in my heart is not the less,
becuuse of it.” Thus for two days.
she whispered to him, and upon the
third, they buried him geutly, tender-
Iv.

From this time she lived alone,
"tending carefully the flowers which
he had so loved, and the burden of
her age being heavy npon her, she
grew wenker day by day. The kind
brother strove to brighlen her gloom
with every little attention. And then
there came a time when she was un-
able to “rise from her bed, and then,
| bidding the man listen earefully, a=
| her voice was very weak, she told
fo him the story of their blind
brother’s life as she knew it.

“He was a bonmy boy,” she said.
fias fair, yon koow, as yon and 17
were dark. You remember his cheery
voiee, his snnny  hair, his stalwart
form, and the bright blue eves, which
I saw becoming dimmer day by day.
(It was when you were =0 far away,
that this thingz, of which 1 speak,
came upon him. 1 bave often sought
to learn all of his =eevet, but he
kept it locked safe in his breast for
fifty vears,

“1 do not know where he met her,
but 1 know that the sun shone all day
lone i his heart. He knew no eare

and from tokers she sent, a monnted
flower, a sunny tress, a tinted min-
jature. 1 suessed that she cared for
him, foo.
spring-time, even so the natures of
these two hright beings blossomed
in the light of-their love. From his
bright and raptuvous jargon, 1
learned that they were to have a
cottage home, where the birds sing
in the tree-tops, where the sweel
flowers bloom, and where pure and
isparkling water flows merrily all
day long.

“Ah that wa= a  happy. happy
time. for 1 too had a lover, with a
jdark and noble beauty, and a heart
‘nz trne as steel. Dut his country
| elaimed him first, and Heaven next.
and 1 tried to heal the wonnd in my
| heart by remembering that he died o
hera. and that he took me with him.
a< T wa=., and left this faded woman,
thi= hopeless thing.

“My hrother's sweetheart was lo 2o
It wns neces-

npon 2 long jonrnex.
(sary that <he should travel to Beni-
Mora, that oasis in the great Desert
of Sahara. My hrother was almosi
at the end of hi= eplleze conrse. He

mus<t finish thi= in order to fill the |

position which he had =o longed to

occupy. olse never wonld he have |

permitted her to oo alone.  She
spoke fightly of the jonrney. There
was no room for idle fear in her
heart.

“She would write to him  ofien
e <aid, and she would hring  her
<oldicr-fatlier with her when she re-
farned. and =0 she went, and my
hrother saw her go. and langhed and
jested with her fo the last, but 1
noticed a iremor in his voiee. a glis-
tening tear in his eye, and T knew
that {his thing was hard for his gen-
tle lieart {0 bear.

“Affer a fime hi= joyous nature
was reasserted, and he sang, aml
whistled. and studied. and waited for
yher day by day. The time of her
| absence lengthened into weeks and
{ menths. Her father was beiter =he
wiole. but still too weak to travel.
She wonld stay  until he beecame
stronger.

“With many assurances of love,
<he bade him wait patiently. and to
see that {he flower-zarden at the lit-
{la fature home was ‘tended ecare-
fullv. The honse was almost com-
pleted now. It needed cnly a wo-
man’s magie toueh to change it into
a home.—And still she lingered.

“And then there eame a day when
a definite message reached him. She
would leave Beni-Mora upon such &
date as, should the sailing be fair,

wonld enable her to reach her home
npon the twenty-first of June. The
leiter had a fouch of sadness. She
made no mention of her father. Bat

the boy saw in it nothing but joy.
“She had chosen his birthday for

the day whieh had placed him upon
the earth for the sole parpose of
making ber J:sppy. If anything

in the days when first he loved her, |

As flowers unfold in the |

her glad return; that day of all days:

sendl some message, and so he had
only to wait and wait, as it seemei

the day grew near, became almost
wiid with exeitement.
“.\“l‘.“ nl

siaid the =ick woman,

thought that this weary world «f
onrs shoild contain so much of joy.

the twentieth. Ile sat by his win-

L dow and watehed the stars fade.

Pday, this golden day, whieh wonld
| surely hold for him fhe bliss of a

the routes and time-tables. Yes, she
hed spoken aright., This was the
tday.  This sunny. glorious day was
i the twenty-first. [le pietured her in
| the glow of the early morning. He |
saw the glad light in the eves, the
bloom upon the cheek.

“He waited all day long, and to-
ward night doubis *rose in his heart.
Not this day. now. but tomorrow, oh,
tomorrow surely she wonld come.

“And then there eame n me=<enger
in_the dewy eve. Wishing not to in-
trude upon his joy, or his disap-
pointment, T saw onlv that there was
a pareel. Ile wounld eall me pres.
ently, T thonght—and so an hour
]pa.-.-u-c!. 1 heard a tottering step

upon the ficor, and hastened forward
to meet him. The joy had passed
out of his eyes, as the light of the
| <un fades into the darkness of night,
He secmed as an old man.
{  “4Oh, what has she done to yom
my darling?’ 1 eried, elinging o him
in an agony of fear. ‘She will no!
come today,” he said softly, stroking
{ my hair with & new and tenderer!
{ tonzh, ‘Oh, my dear. my dear, she
{ will never come.’ The old story, Ti
thonght. The old. old story—she is
;l‘sl-.v. She has broken ‘his  heart,
'|ll'ml noble, trusting heart.

“What did  the
| bring,' T pleaded.
{ he bring, my darling?’
! gazed al me

me=senger
“What  did
His  Dlue
| eyes in  childish
ln‘nndcr. and slowly he shook his|
shead. *‘She will not come today,” Le
j said. “My beauntiful darling will nev-
Ler come.” From that hour. for fifty
Lyears, I zave him what was lefi of
tmy life. T triedt with my sirength to
. break the gloom of his soul. We
noever spoke of her, and when a few
weeks after T learned that the cot-
tage-home had been laid in ashes, |
said of it, to him, no word,
i “With the instinet of wonnded an-
"imals to hide fhemselves we lived
I alone, and <lowly in the many lonely
| vears, the light in the blue eyes
| clouded. and my darling became to-
! tally blind. T think he did not eare.
' The world held no beauty for him !
| and when God ealled him, T was -.'ludll
' that there was peace for him at last. |
ST must he zetting very old,” the
poor, old woman added. {Fhe re-
membrance of his pathetie™ face iz
! slowly fading from my mind: T 50 re-|
| gret ghat T have never had a likmu-.-—-ul
{of him.” '
And then the brother bethought him |
yof the pil'lul‘t‘-‘“‘hirh he had taken in |
the sun-shine. The joy in the wo-
man’s eves was pitiful. “You hnd
in your mind, when you took this";
<he =aid, “that the day would come,
"when it would be to me the greatest
of earthly treasures. 1 have mis- |
judged you, all of my life, and I \\'ill[
’nmko re~titntion. 1

]

“We were not destilule. as yon
thought, my poor blind brother and 1.
,Our investments in our ycuth, re-
turned to us a thonsand-fold. Thi~
treasure i< yours, but 1 cannot falk
more tonight. 1 am very weary. In
the morning—" she =said, and sank
into a peaceful slumber, with the
photograph held tightly to her breast.

But in the morning she did nol
"waken, and they two are together
now. alone in death as in life.

The brother pendered long npon
her story. The parcel must have
contained ouly love-letters and fo-
kens of affection which the false one
had returmed. The blind man must
have burned them, and so it was all
over, over as evervthing must one
day surdly be. He was now sole
possessor of the dilapidated home,
and passed through its ghostly cor-
riders, letting in the sunlight upon

the faded scene.
The worm-eaten furniture was
worth little. Tt was of the mast

antiquated style, and hed at one time
been valnable. These things were
moved down stairs, to be sold or

should happen, she wrote, she would |  While rummaging in the attie, he

“a pile of worn-out earpet and tapes-
that he had always waited, and as'

' enrions design.
forgot my trouble in the light of his | worth keeping. The different com-
liippiness and found pleasure in the |

“Ile slept little upon the night of |
e |

iweh'uumd in the light of this new

life-time. He had studied earefully | ilie ragzed yug upon the floor.

given away, fnd the old baiilding was

to be razed o the earth £ make wa,\-l

for a modern business house.

found an anecient escriteire behind

try. It was of rare muke, of old
mahogany, with eut-glass knchs of
He drew it forth,
pleased that there was one article

partments were empty—empiy as the
lives of the owners, Stooping o test
its weight, he notived a sound® which

eonld mnot have been made by«the |

wocden parts which tie hiad already
examined. Thinking that this noeise
mnst have been mgde by the odd
enstors or the keys in his poeket, he
again aitempied to enrry it over

The heavy weight fulling upon a
decayed plank in the floor eansed it
to break. throwing the man violently
forward. The eseriloire struek the
easing of the door with great forece,
and a large thin piece {lew from the
hottom.

The mun was npon his feet in an in-
stant examining with feverish baste,
the seeret compnriment, from whieh
part of the false hottem had fallen.
Reaching in his hand, he drew forth
a easket of silver, coffin-<laped,
pecularly ehased, and securely lock-
ed. In his execitement he had much

diienlty in finding his knife, and |
after selecting the tiniest blade, man-
aged after some (ime. to spring the |
loek. The hox econtained no treas- |
are. Only a faded parchment, with
many strange characters in a veay
small, and almost illegible handwrit-
inz. The thing must have been un-
tonched for many yvears.

We moved toward the cobwebbed
window, a= the light of day was fast
failing. OFf the parchment he could
make nothing. Not one word could
he rend. But the ease immediately
held his attention. 8o delicately
chased was it that it must have been
wronght by a master-workman. The

small. round knchs upon which
rested were tiny faees, horrible 'mj
their vepresentation of awful suffer-
ing, Taces of a woman, perfect in |
overy lineament, bat hideous in their

 badly written,”

| dying.

ny thing with a bit of old tapestry
and made his way out inte the dew-
scenfed dusk. still musing, wonder-
ing, conjecturing. If the woman had
known of this box he believed that
she wonld have spoken of it in that
hour when they had been together for
the last time. Mayhap she meant
to speak of il. in that morning which
never came to her. It mast have be-
luiiged to the old man alone.

The eseritoire was earefully pliced
within the brother’s home, the hrok-
en part repaired, and here the silver
box was again placed nntil sueh a
time as he should find a solution to
the mystery. Among the effects of
his sister, he had fonnd the will. She
left all to him.  And in a tiny closet
at the head of her bed, he found old
government bonds lo the amount of
many thousands of dellars. Among
the few articles of clothing, he found
a black satin apron, quilted in eir-
cles, and heavy as a coat of mail.
Examining these cireles, he found
that gold pieces had been placed as
closely as possible between the two
layers of satin, and each had been
quilted ‘round carefully.

Then the man went abont doing
good with the fortune so unexpeet-
edly obtained. He made many a
pocr man happy, choozing always
those most destitute. If a curse
~lhould linger "round the strange hox,
he would by good deeds try to break
1is spell. And in  his  wanderings
ahout the vity he sought out all for-
cign men.  Street-fakirs and for-
tune-tellers received his patronage,
and one day the words of a strange
lHindoo caused him to journey to-

ward the desert. with the eoffin
carefully eoncealed.

He wandered long, and found
none who eculd read the mystie

<yinbols. And finally, when he had
almost despaired, there came to him
aun aged Arnb, who for much gold,
=olved the problem at last.

“The characters are old, and very
said the old man.
“They must have been traced by one
The words are in an ancieni

ohastly expression. l':\':-‘r_\' phase of ! Innguage, too, but I will try to read
azony was represenfed in the feat- | it correctly.”

nres of thi= face, which must at one
time. have heen beautiful.  These
fonr earven visages showed the

Sitting upon the sand near the
odge of the desert, the old man pro-
nonpeed the words in faltering ae-

aaunt eves of starvation, the hollow !oepts:
cheek of disease, the swollen and } «Ty Him Whom She Loved:

protending tongue of thirst. the wild
eves of frigzht, the zleam of madness
the presence of death.

On one side of the ease in beld
rolief was o train of eamels. Readily
the man =aw that this represented 2
seone in the desert. Eaech tiny an-
imal perféet, each Arab driver per-
fort in detail—one aimost felt the
(ppressive heat: one almost woulil
he thirsiy—only seeing.

Upen another side the forms of a
man and a woman, the eyes of the
man dark and beantiful, an Arab in
deess=: the woman delieately formed,
and very fair. In the face of the
thix dark man there gleamed the lizh!
of trinmph. In hers was pictured a
erowing wonder.

Upon another <ide appeared the
fignre of tue man nlone. e was
half Iving upon the sand. The
earving showed a wound in  the
breast, from whieh the elotted blood
<eemed to ooze. The eyes were the
eyes of a maniae, fierce, glittering.
leside this stricken one upon the
<and, was a strangely shaped bux.
apd in his hand a eup. This eup
eontained aquaini carving, a tiny hey
playing an instroment of reeds he-
side a well, deep and seeming durk.
The leaves of the tiny tree repre-
«ented. were perfect in their delicate
veining, a tiny bird with flowing tail
sweeping the braneh below, a hit of
moss upon a stone, near by.

Another side—the figure of a wo-
man prone in the sand, stark, star-
ing. rigid. By her side this strange
enp, and the sanlight npon her hair—
it nmst be so.

Where in the world eonld the
simple-hearted old blind wan have
come npon this rare thing? What
did it mean?

Upon the top, an altar, burning,
with two strangly garped fizures bent
to the earth in attitudes of woe.

"hat had this thing originally
contained? Jewelzs of the Orient,
piobably, rare treasures of a foreign
land. Ccunld it he 2 receptacle for
holding the ashes of the soered
dead?

Standing near the darkenizng win-
dow, the man fell into a deep reverie.
Wierd speculations had overspread
hizs pleasant face with gloom. Re-

ealled by the distant tolling of a
chnreh-bell, he wrapped this unean-
P e R —
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“I, Achmet, of Mohammed
heing of sound mind at last, as 1
hope for Merey from Alluh, do
solemnly swear that the following
-to1y is troe:

“1 think I have always been mad,
vet the things done in this madness
are 1“(‘5”" {0 e now, ﬂl!'l I k“ﬁw
I am =ane. I was a wild child—
mnsic erazed. T could bring har-
meny where others found  discord
and the reeds were my favorite in-
=lruments.

“It wats the musie which paved
the way. It attracted her as the
flame attracts the moth, and I play-
e as never before that the spell
<hould not be hroken. She was a
woman from another land, fair as 1
never-thought (o see a human form,
with hair bright as the sun cn the
desert, and eves which drew my
<oil from me. She feared me, too
I know, a= a child fears danger, hut
the physieal attraetion which I had
from infaney and tie music made it
possible for me to see her very
witen.

“She spokes of going away, and
my heart sank within me. I would
not see her zo. And then. sndden-
Iy, her father died, and she was
alone in this desert land with no one
but me as a friend. How she clung
to me in those days is the sweet
memory of my life, and there arose
within me a desire to possess this
lovely woman as my own; fo be
loved as this golden-haired man was
loved in the land which had sent her
forth.

“IVe buried the father and she, in
her grief, gave no thought to me but
longed for lier land and for yen. 1
told her that by going through the
de=e1t she would save mueh time on
her journey. and with infinite
trust she went forth with me with
guides and camels, and all things
necessary.

“Wearied with the unacenstomed
heat, the journey, and the drowsy
chant of the guides. she fell asleep
at our first resting place, and when
<he awoke, she and I were alone in
the desert. I must have been mad.
1 hope I that was mad, else Allah
ean have no merey uwpon me. 1
caumot forget the bewildermeant i
her eves, the dawning Rorror, the
mortal fear. As I hope to be for-

=0rn

=0

given, | did not mean te kill her
then. I only wanted the love which
she eounld give, and which 1 knew by
her look that 1 eould not have. And
then in a frenzy ungoveruable, 1
clasped her clese, secking her lips
with mine, and hearing not her eries
for merey.

“And in that instant 1 received
within my breast this dagger thrust,
this wound which makes my pain
unbearable at times. She had not
fully trusted me: she had =ecured

. this thing from ber father’s posses-

stons, and now  she bhad made a
helpless ereature of we, who had
onee been so strong. My weakened
wrms fell from her, and 1 ¢ursed her
from my heart. *‘Ycou are mad,’ she
i =aid. *You must be mad.”

“And then 2 thought eame to me.
which a demon must have prompted.
She should not eseape me thus, If
I must die she should not live. |
had with me a coffin-shaped ease in
which 1 had enrvied poi=zons from
varions plants which 1 had been
studying. The case of this
shape for the reason that the ~kull
wnd eross-hbones are used in yom
land: to warn one of the danger: to
bid one tonch vot, tu=te not, handle
not.

‘And while she stoud at a little
distance straining her eves 1o cateh
a glimpse of some traveler or cara-
van, I erept nearer the water and
placed the poison within the hollow
handle of the strange chased cup
from which she must drink. 1 had
not long to wait for this thing which
[ knew mnst come to pass. And
when she had drank, when the beaun-
tiful eves dilated and the «%it-
hands sought the snowy brow; then
did my ‘reason come to me. ‘Oh, my
darling T did not mean to do it: 1
was mad,” T eried, ‘I was m:d.® But
she heard no word of mire, and 1
lay and saw her die.

“And as T remember the expres-
sions upon her lovely faee. 1 have
carved them upon this ea ket. |
have put into them my sou!. my re-
arets, my mortal agony. 1 send
them to you because I kuow she
meant to reaek you on the twenty-
first or send some reason why she
conld not.

“When yon receive this, t'iere will
be no one upon this earta upen
whom you ecan wreak your ven-
geance.

“My friends have prom'sed te
send this message safe. They have
buried my darling and yours deep
in the desert. and no man will ever
know her resting place. I have or-
dered that my ashes he strewn
ahove her grave. And this is all”

So ended the manuseript and the
Arab slowly vaised his  head. “I
remember as though it were but yes-
terday,” he said, “for it was 1 who
<ent to thee the messagze of Achmet.
Didst thon ecome to take vengeance
upon me?"

“Xo, no. said the brother, kindly.
“Tt is over now. all over. These
who have suffered throngh this
eiime are now safe at rest, ere this
It was my hrother’s sorrow, and no

Wit=

harm ean toueh him new. Tell to
me the story, as you know it,
friend.™

“From my ehildhood” the old

man =aid, softly, “I loved my little
master as my life. There was
nanght of erneity in nature.
The thing which he did was foreizn
to him, as the bicod-thirst is for-
eizn to o tiny lamb, Genotle alway-.
and quict, too, he sat beside some
rippling  strear™ and  made sueh
musie from the reeds. as mu-t have
been inspired.

“Precocious  from L=
vears, he was, and yel
were not as the ways of other Arab
boy<. He feund no pleasure n
their idle sports. 1 see now, that he
must have hecnsvery, very different.
Skillful in every thingz, he made no
failure of his undertakings, but
gentle he was and kind, loving and
zenerous always,

“Ah, surely, 1 who was with him
in his different mood=, I who saw the
soul in his hrown eves, surely do I
know that he was tender in this love
of his, tender as a mother with her
bube. If the woman had been of
this passionate land or if she had
known him always, as had I, she
mus=t have loved him, even ns Floved
him and as I love him still.

“He sought always the quiet
places, nnd he studied the flowers
and the birds, for very love of
them. One day 1 sat in the braveh-
es of n tree upon the bank of the
stream, thinking idly, and watehing
the leaves and twigs =o =swirling
by. 1 saw my master ereep for-
ward, intently gazing at a little bird,
which was singing sweetly and
swaying on his branch in the breeze.

“He came forward softly, grace-
fully, his 1all, brown body half-
b.ut, hiz eves steadfastly gazing,
and before my mind had grasped
what hé had meant to do, he had in
his hand the fluttering bird, and my
heart was as lead within me. How
had my idol fallen! The gentle one
to do this thing. To take for no
reason, the helpless little life.

“But even as | gazed, he whisper-
ed zoftly, ‘Dest thon fear me. little

||I-;

earliesl

his ways=

|

thing. Dost thou regret that .J
should see how tay tiny wings are
fashioned, and that 1 should wish
to know the dainty «colour of thy
hreast ! Thou peedest not fear me,
little one.

“And

apend,

then the =upple fingers
and the brizht ecreature
Hew away, and with 11 went my
diubts of him, forever, ever more.
If. as the dayvs went by, Sorrow
should come to the gentle heart, it

he should =0 mueh as whisper my

mame in quiet longing. upon my
knees through the desert would I

ereep to him, counting the weary
miles but paces.

“He was a stndent. too, thiz no-
ble yvouth, and being with him ia the
solitnde, 1 learned mueh from his
companionship.

“There was a language.” the old
man said, touching the parehment
sently., “which he thonzht mest
beautiful of all, which he studied
carefully, and in wiich [ think his
thoughts were formed so eurious did
they seem fo me at times.  And a=
he studied I learned this strange
tongue also, and 1 am glad that it
was s0."

“And the other mift with which
Hleaven had blessed him, was the
ait of carving. Al [ have marvel-
ed at his skill. His subjects alway+
a little odd. a little diffevent from
any other subject. but always per-
feet in their delicate tracing. 1 ean
see the slim Dbrown fingers, now,
the rapt dark eves, the firm set lips
and noble brow.

“(I watehed him earve the silver
eap, of whieh this parchment
jpeaks.  The hlask-eyed boy: him-
self in hix vouih, with the well, and
the bird, and.the dree which he
loved.)

“And then the woman came.

“From that dayv 1 saw how it was

with him, and 1 trembled for his
happiness. ‘But po, again [
thought, ‘there is naught to fear.
She eannot help but love him.' She
must have done se. too, T think, had
there not been another from the
first. As [ watehed his happiness
in her presence. hix depression when
alone, 1 knew she held for him all
of joy or of sorrow. And when she
was to go away, back to that far
off land, 1 thought he would forget,
perhaps, and so T was glad in my
heart. He wished to go a part of
the long way with her, and T koew
he wanted her alone, and so I did
not go with him. Allah forgive we,
that I did not.
“sftor o lille time my restless
heart began to long for him. | was
jealous of the sun-erowned one. 1
would go to meet him. [ grew ap-
prehensive and took a friend with
ime. f#low we found him yom al-
ready know. 1 saw no reason why
he should not live exeept the deep
evief whieh beld him enthralled. |
hesonght him to let us take him baek
to Beni-Mora, but he would ncl.
And ever, between sharp spasms of
agony, he earved feverishly npon
the silver box. It seemed that the
desire to finish it, kept up his faihng
strength.

“The =irl was so pitiful in her
vonthful beanty, so slight, so very,
very fair. But 1 hardened by heart
a_-_-ﬁi;n—t her, for had she not takez
his life, as he had taken hers?

“It was all over at last. T have
never been the same. 1 maised the
<lver enp from the sand, and car-
ried it howe with me, and all the
world seemed dark as midnight, uo-
der that elowing desert sun. There
i« no more to tell, my friend. It i
ended, as the joy of Life was eud-
ed on that day so long age. U2,
Achmet, Achmet!”

Then the man drew forth the
parse. well filled.

“] eould not toneh it.” the old
Araly eried.  “I eannot take fthy
sold. There i= nanght to pay for
the reading of this message frem
the dead. I knew not from whese
pen it came, when I set the price so
hish. Oh, if the heartache of one,
could ntone for the sins of another.
how elear and white wounld be the
page ‘neath Achmet's name.”

Back to his home, from the des-
ert-waste. eame the man in the glow
of one summer day. Pausing to gaze
at the massive wallz of an old ea-
thedral. a resolve came to him in
this guiet hour. Entering the old
place, reverently, he paunsed slowly
down the ever dimming aisle, and
sazed with loving face upon the
snowy statue of the Holy Mother
with her Babe.

They whose sad story he had
learned, were very, very human.
But was it not these and such a
the<e that that Saered One had died
to save? Would it be saerilege 1o
place the silver box. with its carvec,
pathetie story, within the creviee i
the niche where the Holy statue
stood? This saecred place would
never by un-loving hands be dese.

erated. and the story of thece
! heart-aches need never more b
kunown.

|” He bid it thus, from sight, in the
| gathering darkness, and falling up-
| on his knees before the altar, burie!
his face in his hands, in sile
prayer. At
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